IN HELL

vexed. Really, after all the trouble they had gone to for his sake, Pern
might have made some effort to play his part. Particularly since his
face was continually growing less yellow and there was therefore no
longer cause for anxiety.

"I'm feeling very tired, that's all/' Pem said feebly, refusing his
vegetable soup.

Then the other diners sat down to the table. And as they dined to-
gether every night and had exhausted all the amusement the day could
offer, they suddenly found themselves silent and dull round the candles
in spite of their party faces, their jewelled aigrettes, their ribbons, pearls
and make-up.

None of them could find anything to say. A sort of gloomy pall lay
over the room, while their forks clinked on the precious porcelain.

They looked at Pem. The geisha's wig had fallen across his forehead.
His head had fallen backwards, his chin pointing up towards the ceiling,
his neck buried deep 'in the pillow. A fly had settled on his forehead
and he was doing nothing to brush it away.

The four diners put down their forks and looked questioningly at
each other. It was the fly in particular, the little black fly walking over
Pern's forehead, that seemed to them so disquieting.

"Basil, aren't you feeling well?" Maxime asked in a toneless voice.

Pem murmured something incomprehensible, but neither moved his
head nor brushed away the fly.

"Perhaps we ought to send for the doctor," said Jean-Noel.

The doctor, summoned by telephone, arrived a few minutes later to
find himself in the midst of a carnival.

"We did this to amuse him/' explained the Maharanee, somewhat
embarrassed.

"Will you leave me alone with the patient?" said the doctor. "And
give me a normal light?3'

His examination did not take long. The fly had come to rest on
Pern's forehead again. And on the patient's legs little red patches had
appeared on the skin.

The four of them waited in their fancy dress in a neighbouring room.
"Henry III at home" was walking nervously up and down, the singer
was stroking her gloves.

"Well?" Henry III asked when the doctor reappeared.

"The simple jaundice has developed complications," he replied.

"But how's that possible?" cried Maxime. "He'd turned less yellow."

"That's one of the symptoms."

"Good God, what can be done about it?"

"I think a specialist should be called in. I know an excellent one in
Milan."

"Is there none nearer?" Jean-Noel asked.

"No, Mademoiselle, Oh, I beg your pardon, Monsieur."
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